IO2     THE LADY AND THE UNICORN
Now auntie knew him so well that she could
forget in front of him and take off her shoes5 and
he had been very kind in lending her money for
the bazaar, never asking her to pay it back*
He took Rosa out5 to dance, to dinner, for
picnics and walks by the river, and once on a queer
expedition to the cemetery to look at inscriptions
on the tombs, Rosa was used to cemeteries, she
often went with auntie to visit her mother's grave,
but this was the old burying ground in Park
Street, and there was no one buried there that either
of them knew.
With Stephen she walked through the silent
aisles of that saddest of all cemeteries, where the
dust of boys and girls lies under the heavy monu-
ments and tablets, reading with him the young
forgotten names.
uBut they were all so young" she cried, "Why
were they all so young? Hardly anyone more than
twenty. Oh! they were so young to die."
"1 can't believe they died/5 said Stephen. "Even
their names feel alive. Read them, and you begin
to wonder what they were like, and by wondering
you begin to know what they did, what they said,
and then they seem to be going on now; alive, not
dead, as if these graves were only the ending of a
story that we know, there must be an ending, but
the story does not die. Can you stand here, Rosa,
and believe they are dead?"
"But this is a cemetery/' said Rosa, puzzled.
Stephen often puzzled her. For instance, he
was always laughing at things that were not funny.